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FOOLIN' WIF DE SEASONS.

Seems Ink folk Is mluhty eur'tis In lie wnv dey
thinks an' nc's;

Dey Jes spen' days up do dates In al-

manacs.
Now 1 mind my next-d- o' neighbor: he's a

inls'lity likely man.
Hut he nccr thinks of 'o nunin only Imt to plot

un' plan.

All ile winter he was plannln' how he'd ifether
sassafras

Jes ez soon cz cvah sprlnKtime put sonic well-
ness In thoirrass;

An' ho 'lowed, u little sooner, he could Man' a
cooler breeze.

So h to inek a little money f'tim tie sumilmatah
trees.

IndcMitninah he'd lie weurin' out dellnln'of
his soul

Trv'n' to ca'kllate an flirirer how he'd nit his
winter's coal:

'Twcll I l)'llce he jrot his Ji'dnment Jes so tuck- -

ereil out an' thinned
Dat he t'ouKht a robin's whistle ai de whMIe

of do wind'

Why won't folks trln up dey plannln". an' Jes be
content to kno

llatdey's idltin' all dat's fu' dem In de days
dat come an' iro ,

Why don't folk i quit mo In' forrady
Ain't It better jes to stun'.
An" be satisfied ulf llvln' In de season dat's at

han'y

Hit 's enough fu' mo to listen when de bird Is

slnirln' roun .

'Dout wliut '11 happen when de snow-I- s

on de irroun'.
Indcsprimrtlmeun'de summnh I laysorreron

de she'f.
Thus I know ol' Mlstnh Winter irwlno to hustle

fu' hlsse'f.

We lieen put hyeah fu' a pu'posc: but do ques-

tion dat has rlz.
An' made lots o' people differ. Is Jes what dat

pu'posc Is.

.Vow. accordln' to my reas'nln". hyeah 's de
place w hah I'Karrlv';

Sence de I.awd put life Into us, why he put
us hyeah to live!

I'AUI. LAWHF.NCE DtTMIAR.

NO. 20.

HOLD DOT FORT FOR VE VOS COMING.

Haul In der plank, full speed ahead
Unilt so dose shteamcrs sailed aray,

Undt tears undt prayers dose ships bo mlt.
Undt nchim; hearts pehlnd dem shtay.

Vhen dose ships pass der Golden Gate.
Undt dot Pacific's swell dey feel.

Vat strike delr pows, at lap delr slde
Undt qulerdem from truck to keel.

Say, den a chill o In meln plood,
I llfd meln eyes opp to der sky,

Undt from each ship vat sailed uvay,
I see Old Glory masthead high,

"Meln Oott," I erlei' "I os olt mans.
Hut nefer I see dot pefore.

Dot Yankee ships mlt soltjer poys.
Vos salllmt for a forclitn shore.''

"Mlt swords undt peestols, undt mlt jruns-- -

Mlt ull war'H horrid tools they go.
To haf a picnic No, Meln Gott.

To patllc mlt a forclpn foe.
I'd irlf ion halluf or meln life.

Ohf by Manila I could shtand,
Vhen Dewey hear dose vlstles scream.

Undt Merrltt shake dot heroc's hanfi."

Some klntfs what l!f across der sea.
Undt Emperor Vllllam he vas one

Dey shpeak mean dints der Yankees ov.
Undt Vllllam he haf blenty fun.

Veil Vllllam, all your poys vat llf
In Yankee land, dey vos true blue.

Hut In der faderland oh, tell
Ven Shpaln vos licked e shpeak mlt you.

Hans Vos Dunkkkfoodi.k.

THE PRIVATE'S SONC.

It's nothln more or less than the old, old
story

The private docs the flithtln' an' the General
vets the irlory'

Hut away
To the fray.

For we're In It to obey
The private does the flxhtln' an" the General

draws the pay.

Nothln' moro or less than the old, old story
TheCup'ns an' the Colonels an' the Generals

tret thCKlnry'
But we'll Bunt
Alllnsleht;

I'or we're In It for the rlirht:
Clod keep the Generals hearty till the bugles

blow "KOod-nlRht-

-- Atlanta Constitution.
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